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box of the dead and alive. I made a neat parcel of the
box and gave it to the sentry, telling him that it was very
valuable and to be delivered straight to Enver Pasha.
Whether it reached its destination I cannot say, but
next day a band of convicts under a warder cleaned
out my loathsome cell. Life was as mean and unliveable
as it well could be. I sat in the cold, sometimes in the
dark, sometimes with the electric light, with nothing to
do and only as much food as I could bribe the good-
natured but equally hungry sentry to bring, without
change of clothes or wash or shave, except an occasional
splash in cold water, and with my clothes alive with
vermin.
With a pencil and paper I slowly scratched in Turkish
a letter of protest to the Governor of Stambul. It
produced a sudden and quite unexpected reply. I was
summoned to his office, and under escort I came out
blinking into the sun, across the Great Square and so
up the marble steps by the gateway and into the
Governor's house. I found myself in a large room
fitted with uncomfortable Victorian furniture. Facing
me behind a large writing-table was a handsome man
with a big body and a strong face. He held my letter
in his hand. " What do you mean," he began in French,
"by writing to me in this insolent way?'*
" What," I replied, " do you mean by shutting me,
a British officer and a prisoner-of-war, into a filthy
condemned cell without light or exercise ?"
The man was a bully. His manner changed at once.
" Perhaps my French is not good," he said, and called
to a woman who sat veiled on a sofa. He bade the guard

